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NEMO SOLIS SATIS SAPIT
We squawked, we fought, we got ’em! At 
AT LAST last this paper can boast of a staff room 
and a typewriter! If the editors of past years 
could get a look at this, they would call it a joke. Upon 
my word, I wouldn’t fool you. I find myself sitting at 
a real desk—oh I admit it’s a bit battered—half of the 
drawers won’t work—rather shaky and all that—but it’s 
a desk just the same. Another thing about this desk— 
it has some historical attachments that make it of real 
value. I know of a man who paid a small forune for 
the desk of Louis XIV. Of course, as far as usefulness 
is concerned, he could have taken a fraction of the sum 
and purchased a far better desk. But that desk once be­
longed to a famous French king, and he swelled with 
pride at the thought that he could “sit at the desk of
Louis XIV—”
I suppose you’re wondering about this desk we have. 
Well, herein lies its historical value. When I first ex­
amined this desk, I managed to get one of the drawers 
open. To my astonishment I discovered that it was for­
merly used by none other than Professor Edward Allen 
Jones, our own professor of French! Now, you can 
imagine how I feel sitting at the desk of Professor 
Jones! Ah!
Hm-m. This reminds me—As I was gathering up the 
“evidence” which convinced me that the desk as used 
by Professor Jones, I was suddenly humbled by unearth­
ing one of my French papers which bore a mark that 
was far from complimentary. However, I disposed of 
the paper in short order, and now my pride is brave 
enough to show itself again.
No one who has ever attempted to get 
IT’S A GREAT out a paper can fully appreciate the 
HELP significance of two such additions. It
is possible to establish some system 
for the organ now. Heretofore, the editors have filed 
manuscripts in their pockets, which are, in many cases
graveyards for many good thoughts.
The staff would hold a quick meeting wherever the
members might happen to butt into each other. The office 
of the Maroon Tiger walked around with the editor. 
The business staff had quarters on the third floor of no­
where. All records were kept in the heads of the makers 
who carried them away when graduation day was over.
As a result, the new members would be forced to make 
the same mistakes and learn by painful experience.
When it came to setting up the dummy or proof­
reading, the system was most unique. The editor and his 
assistants would have to work in their rooms, many 
times to the disgust of their room-mates. When material 
is left where parties not concerned may tamper with 
it, trouble of all sorts would arise. I recall a striking 
instance from last year. The scene took place in Robert 
Hall in the editor’s room. Paper clippings, waste, re­
jected manuscripts, proofs, and exchanges were scat­
tered about the tables, on the floor, under the beds and 
behind the trunks in indescribable confusion. The editor 
and I were setting up the dummy. An article was miss­
ing. We searched diligently, using powerful and dras­
tic subjective expression in the meantime.
“Say, what is that under your left foot?” the editor 
asked.
“Oh that’s the-------- Herald from X college,” I re­
plied.
The room mate comes in and is asked if he saw any 
of the material.
“Yes, I saw that junk on my bed and threw it out.”
----- On second thought, I believe it would be better
to leave this story unfinished. You can imagine how we
expressed our grief.
The matter of ¡getting the manuscripts typed de­
pended upon the ability of the editor to borrow his 
neighbor’s machine.
Thanks to the wide-awake Student Ac- 
THOSE DAYS tivity Committee, such a system need 
ARE OVER no longer be used. We have a place 
provided for all business. We have a 
machine for our own use. (The keys are a bit stiff and 
the ribbon worn, but it’s a good machine.) Now, it will 
be unnecessary for me to use my own room, which al­
ready bears a sneaking resemblance to Uncle Jake’s
pawn shop.
A few days ago the president of the Student 
DRIVE Activity Committee announced that the students 
are sponsoring a drive to raise funds for the 
endowment. This marks the initial step in a drive to put
the campaign over the top.
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Only a short time remains in which to complete the 
fund. If completed within the allotted time—a little over 
a year—we shall be liberally rewarded with a sub­
stantial sum that will mean the end of many a problem 
for the institution. For every dollar we raise we shall 
BE GIVEN FIVE DOLLARS!
1 know that students do not have much 
LET’S PUT money to spend. I know that times are
IT OVER tough. But this is a time in which we
must assert our interest in our college as 
never before. Before we can convince others that they 
should contribute to the cause, we must show them that 
we have done our best. This calls for a sacrifice on 
the part of every student. If you have not made your 
pledge, do so now. The campaign closes December 18.
Step on it!
—P. S. Don’t forget to pay the pledge after you make 
it.
When the athletic report was read in 
WHAT? NO chapel a few days ago, we students near- 
KICKS? ly raised the roof in protest. Hardly an 
item passed without some scathing re­
mark. Good! that would give the students something to 
write about for the next issue of The Maroon Tiger . . . 
so 1 thought. The day following the meeting I posted a 
list of questions concerning that report, hoping to draw 
fire from some prospective reformer. No response was 
the result. It appears that we reach our conclusions in a 
half second and then proceed to forget them in another.
Well. . . .
What is more surprising is the fact that 
WHAT? NO no student cared to send in his pet so- 
PANACEAS? lution for the race problem or his rem­
edy for the depression, or something
else of impossible proportions.
Does it mean that students are beginning to think that 
they are incapable of tackling such problems? If that 
is so, then it can be truthfully said that we are making 
progress. It is really a sign of awakening when students 
decide that it is impossible to sit down and solve a 
great problem in one paragraph written upon two min­
utes’ reflection.
Even so, it is hard to believe that no spohomore did 
not present a plan for doing away with race prejudice 
over night. --------
After all a student usually shows how 
WHAT’S THE dumb he is when he attempts to display 
USE? his ability to rid the world of evil with
five minutes’ thinking. Mind you, I do 
not decry the efforts of conscientious students who real­
ly have something to say.
Let us go back to that good old philosophy that 
teaches us “to bring up our children in the Christian re­
ligion, read the Bible more, have the cat put out and 
the clock all wound up before dawn.”
A few weeks ago, the students of a welh 
LEST WE known Georgia institution of higher learn- 
FORGET ing staged a big strike. Their cry was:
“We want more biscuits!”
A better cry would have been: “We want more dough!”
Hyperbole: As worthless as the seniors’ gentlemen’s 
agreement to attend night chapel.
Now that the editor has the use of a staff room and a 
typewriter, I can look forward to the day when the 
only thing that I shall lack is the price of a good five- 
cent cigar.
STUDENT BODY PROJECTS 
By H. J. Battle
As the end of the football season is rapidly approach­
ing, the attention of the student-body is called to other 
projects which also aim to enrich the student life and to 
contribute to the making of a greater Morehouse.
It is generally known that Morehouse College is in 
the midst of a very necessary endowment campaign. 
Alumni and friends of the college throughout the coun­
try are being asked to help in this great effort. Despite 
the fact that we do not have much money, I am fully 
convinced that the student-body should assist in this drive. 
We know well the worth of the college and can easily 
sec that with proper support it can be of even greater 
service in the future. Il is a great opportunity for us 
to make a sacrificial contribution to this campaign on 
which the fate of “Dear Old Morehouse” is largely de­
pendent. Let’s do our best in the student drive now in 
process.
“Talent Night,” Friday, December 15, in Sale Sail 
Chapel, featuring the Morehouse College uniformed band, 
other music, comedy, and readings, will be one of the 
greatest student events prior to the holidays. The band, 
which has already shown its excellence, will appear in 
grand style on this occasion. The best talent of the col­
lege will be exhibited in the program. Plan now to en­
joy1 this treat.
In the last issue of The Maroon Tiger Mr. Drew S. 
Days was not included among the members of the Stu­
dent Activity Committee. Mr. Days is committeeman-at- 
large and has recently been appointed business manager 
for “Talent Night."
STUDENTS WE CAN DO WITHOUT
Illegitimate habits and foolish experiments should 
not be practiced by college men. To make myself clear, 
I will say that college men should not be thieves. If a 
student has a desire to indulge in such activities as 
stealing (or borrowing students’ belongings without 
their knowing it), he should not be allowed the privi­
lege of continuing his search for knowledge at this in­
stitution. Some one may say that a thief once caught 
should be given a “break.” Yes, “give him a break, but 
let him have his break out in the world away from 
school so students will feel safer.
Why is it that students must tolerate such people? 
Something ought to be done about it—now.
Wihin the last six weeks students have been caught 
with the goods and proved guilty beyond a shadow of 
a doubt. They' were turned over to the Discipline Com­
mittee, but what did the Committee do about it? They 
did nothing, absolutely nothing. Why is it that no ac­
tion was taken? Can it be that thievery has been sanc­
tioned as something justifiable? If not, I can only say 
that if such dishonest students are allowed to remain 
and live in the midst of us, then the Discipline Com­
mittee is existing in name only, and is not beneficial to 
the welfare of the student body. If such is the case, 
that committee should be done away with.
—S. W. G.
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I RODE WITH GOD
“You rode with Christ on the Galilee. Now ride with 
Father Divine on the Hudson.
And thus, dear reader, was your humble scribe at­
tracted bv the above advertisement for a boat ride in 
li 1 ole Noo Yawk.
“What man or being,” I asked, “would dare place 
himself or itself in the same category of ‘Our Christ’ 
who is the Father Divine?”
As soon as I had completed the last syllable of these 
two queries, a chorus of replies came from the small 
the small group clustered on that Harlem corner.
“Father Divine is true.” “He is light.” “Father Di­
vine is God.”
Hearing the word “God”, I, who had been taught to 
believe that there is only one God, became quite a bit 
astonished and slowly moved away from that group of 
Harlem God-worshippers.
“Can this be true?” I asked myself. “Have these 
seemingly ignorant people of my race found a real 
God here in Harlem? What solution can I use to answer 
these problematic thoughts of mine?- -I have it—the 
boat ride!
Perusing these thoughts in my mind. I slowly wended 
my way up the avenue to my uptown abode, determined 
that I would make this boat ride on the morrow.
A night of sleeplessness, a day of restlessness passed. 
Night again found me meandering up and down a pier 
in the lower Battery, ready for my ride with God.
“Seventy-five cents, please.”
“Oh, yes, pardon me, I forgot.”
At this point I tried to recall whether or not Christ 
had charged his followers this customary six-bits be­
fore riding with him on the Galilee. I concluded that he 
did not.
As I crossed the gangplank, I encountered a group 
of men and women seated and standing around a table 
at which sat a low. barrel-chested, ebony-skinned man 
with a slightly bald head. Something peculiar and tense 
seemed to permeate the atmosphere. All at once the 
worshippers began to murmur and utter peculiar idioms.
“Father, you are light.” “You are the truth, Father.” 
“You are our savior, Father.” “Father, you are God.”
It suddenly dawned upon me that there was some 
basic reason or reasons for all these people (possibly 
200 on this ride) believing that this man is God. “How 
am I to find out this information? Wait, there is a young 
man about nineteen years old, I suppose. I believe I 
can converse with him about the matter.
After a brief introduction, I asked him why all these 
people believed that this man is a God.
“Wait a while,” he answered, “and then come with 
me, and I shall show you why we call him God.”
Shortly after that conversation, we entered the main 
dining room of the “Sandy Hook.” Waiters were rush­
ing everywhere carrying trays of what proved to be 
chicken, ducklings and the like. A hundred jaws opened 
and closed at once, devouring these fancy meats and 
dressings.
“This,” explained my friends of a few moments ago, 
“is why we call him God. Father feeds us, clothes us, 
gives us comfort when we are weary.”
“What! do you mean to say that Father Divine feeds 
and clothes and gives shelter to possibly two hundred 
people?”
“Yes,” answered my friend. “Isn’t that enough for a 
man to do to be a God to us?”
Before I could answer this query those ever-present
murmurs again became audible—“Thank you, Father.” 
“Bless you, Father.”
“Come,” said my friend, “let us partake of the feast.”
We sat at a table in a corner and began to enjoy the 
deliciousness of the “Father’s” food. I wanted to get 
away to myself where I could think once more. Leav­
ing my companion with the impression that I would 
soon return, I walked from this room of worship. Just 
as I was entering the lobby, I seemed to hear an echo, 
“Thank you, Father,” I turned suddenly to see if some­
one was near me, but there was not a soul! Had my sub­
conscious mind uttered these words? I wonder. Leav­
ing the lobby, I walked along the deck towards the 
forecastle. That part of the ship had an atmosphere 
that was quite a contrast to the turmoil of religious 
worship wihin. Everything seemed to be portraying a 
natural tranquility.
It was in this atmosphere of tranquility that I was 
reminded of my reason for being here. How could I help 
thinking of my religion, my God.
My thoughts drifted. I was sitting in Mount----------- -
church on S-------- avenue. The sermon had been com­
pleted, and the minister was reading miscellaneous news. 
As I saw him standing there, I remembered these words: 
“Brother X died of hunger and exposure.”
As we entered the harbor of the Gotham, I wondered 
just what I had accomplished on that trip. Again these 
words came to me:
“Thank you. Father” . . . “died of hunger and ex­
posure.”





It is delightful to he a murderer. This I know from 
first hand. No, I am not a gangster. The blood-curdling 
accounts of these killing corporations do not find a kin­
dred spot in me. I prefer to conduct my business alone. 
It is still in the stage of a single proprietorship.
Business, did I say? That’s wrong. Pastime is the 
word. Killing is too fascinating to be called a business. 
There are no regular hours, no organized method of 
procedure, no money wages. Yet there are these wages: 
lure of adventure, the zest of triumph, and the excite­
ment of it all.
Looked upon as a leisurely occupation and not a pro­
fession, killing requires neither long years of study nor 
tedious periods of apprenticeship. Although skill de­
velops with practice, there is initial skill which seems 
to rise out of need.
Need? Pain. When 1 am maddened by the sting of 
certain miniature beasts, bloody thoughts seize me. I 
am one with the passion to kill. Blot him out instant­
ly becomes my creed. No peace is there until the deed 
is done. Grab a newspaper, boudoir slipper, fan—any­
thing! As soon as he lands, rain blows upon him. Don’t 
wait until he lands, attack him in mid-air. Take two 
weapons and flatten him as he flies between them.
What joy to beat down this threadlike creature of 
evil. There is the joy of achieving, not wholly separate 
from the joy of murder. Let one of these satanic things 
called mosquitoes insert his “piercer” into the vein on 
the back of your hand. Out of that pain grows the de­
sire to forsake all and pursue the plaguer to an inevi­
table end, death. Your pain sharpens your skill. Your 
accomplishment, killing, gives you delight.
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MOREHOUSE COLLEGE MEETS CAMBRIDGE 
UNIVERSITY IN INTERNATIONAL 
DEBATE
Frank B. Adair, ’34 L. Raymond Bailey, ’34 
They went hard against Cambridge!
By H. B. Allen
Two young men of Morehouse College, Monday night, 
November 2nd, matched wits with a pair of brilliant 
debaters from England’s ancient university of Cambridge, 
and had a decision been in order, would undoubtedly 
have been the victors.
The debate, the second international contest in More­
house history, involved the question, “Resolved that the 
League of Nations is the only secure guarantee of world 
peace.” A large audience, fully a quarter made up of 
white friends, enjoyed a free-for-all exchange of wit, im­
passioned eloquence, logical argumentation, and occa­
sional “ragging” of opponents.
From the very outset it was apparent to all that the 
teams were arguing at cross-purposes, and there was 
a difference in interpretation of terms, despite the con­
stant efforts of the Morehouse speakers to hold the 
Englishmen to the question as originally worded. As the 
first spokesman for the affirmative, Alastair Sharp, of 
Cambridge, admitted that the present League was “in 
bad odor.” His colleague, Michael Barkway, deplored 
the abject failure of the League to enforce its authority 
in the Sino-Japanese situation. The pair argued, how­
ever, for the acceptance of the idea of a society of na­
tions, based on the Covenant of the League of Nations, 
and held there could be no true League without parti­
cipation of the United States and Russia.
Morehouse, ignoring the obvious play of the English 
team for laughter, held to a logical course of argument. 
The first speaker, Frank B. Adair, Jr., assailed the League 
as a peace-assuring body. It was, he said, devised to 
perpetuate the injustices embodied in the Treaty of Ver­
sailles and to maintain the status quo of the great powers 
that dictated that treaty. Further, he argued, the Cove­
nant of the League contains inherent weaknesses—such 
as the domination of its Council by the five great pow­
ers—that make it impossible for the League to insure 
peace.
Following him, his colleague, L. Raymond Bailey,
cited five factors that he declared proved the ineffective­
ness of the League as a guarantee of peace. These were 
¡he complete failure of the League to bring about dis­
armament of member nations; the rise of nationalism, 
particularly in Italy and Germany; the inability of the 
League to curb mounting economic nationalism, as was 
shown by the failure of the World Economic Confer­
ence; the League’s failure to stop Japan’s invasion of 
China, and the futility of economic boycott because of 
the fact that the United States and Russia, the two great 
export nations, were outside the League.
The argument for the League was brought to a stirring 
climax by the plea of Mr. Barkway for international co­
operation to check war at its source. Any act of war any­
where in the world may eventually involve us all, he 
declared. Could anything be more remote, he asked, 
than an assassination of an Austrian archduke by a Serb? 
Yet in less than three years after such an assassina­
tion the United States was involved in a war that grew 
out of this event.
The debate marked the second international debate 
sponsored by the College within the past two years. Dur­
ing the scholastic year 1931-1932, Morehouse College 
debated Oxford University of England.
PRESS CLUB TO LAUNCH WEEKLY
It’s being molded into form and no longer is just “a 
thing we’d like to have”! Look for the first publication 
—a Morehouse weekly.
George Smith, Chairman of the Press Club, announced 
that at a meeting of that organization Tuesday, Novem­
ber 7, it was officially decided that Morehouse College 
is to have a weekly newspaper of student opinion. The 
unique manner in which the paper is to be edited 
should make it all the more successful. The editorial 
:caff is comprised of Leonard Archer. James Smith, Frank 
Adair, and Thomas Kilgore. Theodore Minchen was elect­
ed, business manager, and is soliciting subscriptions for 
the weekly at five cents per month, for the Tiger’s Tail, 
the Maroon News, the Tiger s Eeye, the Spectator, the 
Cry, or whatever it is to be named, is from all indica­
tions going over big. The Student Activities Committee 
on November 1 voted its approval of the weekly.
FEDERATED CLUBS ENTERTAIN THE “GREEN 
PASTURES” CAST
When is a Gladiator not a Gladiator, a Chi Delta not 
a Chi Delta, a Texas Club not a Texas Club, a Ki-Yi not 
a Ki-Yi, or what-have you? When they confederate, 
of course! Well, that’s what happened to all the clubs 
on the campus when they decided to entertain the cast 
of The Green Pastures. Sunset Park was alive Wednes­
day night, November 1, with the merriment of a host 
of college youngsters and many of the cast from the 
celebrated show “havin’ a good time” and saying it with 
music and laughter.
(NSFA)—Experiments at the University of Michigan 
prove that the ads one sees are sometimes right. The re­
sults of the experiments have shown that the lighting of 
a cigarette actually aids in maintaining nonchalance in 
moments of stress.—Ring-Tum Phi.
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VAST ATHLETIC PROJECT OF ATLANTA 
UNIVERSITY IS WELL UNDER WAY
An athletic field!—yes, a modern place where players 
and sport fans can enjoy the benefits of competition and 
the subjective pleasure of petty ambitions.
In the building program instituted by Atlanta Univer­
sity, there arose three beautiful buildings, each within 
walking distance of the other. Beautiful and artistically 
designed walks and lawns were developed, giving the in­
stitution a modern university atmosphere. That was 
good! However, to the architect’s mind, something was 
lacking for an ideal set-up.
Between Dr. Hope s new residence, situated on the lit- 
the hill facing Beckwith Street and surrounded with roll­
ing slopes of green grass and shrubbery, and the new 
Atlanta University dormitories, situated on the hill fac­
ing Chestnut street, was a conglomerated mass of trees, 
stumps, swamp grass, and weeds. Surely one would 
agree that such a sight detracts from the beauty of the 
place. Not long ago a contractor invaded this unsightly 
place witth his trucks, steam-shovels, and tractors and 
began a furious assault. His task was to make that place 
of waste into the best athletic field in the South.
In short, here is what the architect had in mind. He 
planned a field of utility and beauty. This field extends 
from Beckwith street on the south to West Hunter street 
of the north. At the southern end of the grounds will be 
the main playing field encompassed by a quarter-mile 
cinder path. Within the main fields will be the gridiron 
on which the football warriors can demonstrate “of what 
might they he.” To the south of the gridiron will be six 
tennis courts for the use of the students and faculties of 
Atlanta University and the affiliated colleges. Just out­
side of the cinder path to the southeast will be the hand­
ball courts.
In addition to the main field and track, there will be a 
practice gridiron which will extend from east to west at 
the northern end of the grounds. This practice gridiron 
will be used as the outfield for the baseball diamond 
which will cover the remaining part northwest of the 
main field and which will face the northwest.
The track aces will get a chance to show their works. 
The plans are so laid that all track events may be in­
cluded. In addition to the circular track w ill be a straight 
runaway, which w ill he located on the western side of the 
practice field, and will extend from north to south. This 
is to be used for the century and two hundred-yard 
sprints. To the north of the track will be located the 
plot for field events such as the high jump and discus 
and hammer throw. Within the circular cinder path north 
of the gridiron will be the runaway and pit for the broad- 
jump. South of the gridiron and west of the tennis courts 
will be the runaway and pit for the pole vault. The ef­
ficiency of this layout is enhanced by an excellent drain­
age system which will keep the fields dry at all times. 
Intramural games of Morehouse College will be played 
on these grounds instead of the Morehouse athletic field.
Many other features, which include a field house, a 
swimming pool, and a playground for children, have been 
proposed. The field house, which is to be erected near 
Beckwith street, will contain the gym equipment, locker 
rooms, showers and the like. Near or adjacent to the
field house, a swimming pool will be constructed. The 
playground for children, covering about 300 square feet, 
w'ill be located just east of the hand-ball court.
Upon the completion of this project, Atlanta Univer­
sity will boast of the best physical education plant of 
any colored institution in the South.
MOREHOUSE CHAPEL ASSEMBLY IS HOST 
TO DISTINGUISHED VISITORS
Aside from the inspiring “Tuesday talks’ from Presi­
dent Archer and lectures from various members of the 
faculty in their respective fields, the student body has 
been favored to have as guest speakers in chapel this 
month several persons of international as well as of na­
tional prominence.
Dr. A. T. Schofield, principal of the famous Mengo 
Hospital Medical School, at Kampala, Uganda, ad­
dressed the student body Monday, October 27. Dr. Scho­
field, a graduate of Cambridge University, England, and 
a medical missionary in Uganda for the past ten years, 
is making his first visit to America in order to study 
Negro education and public health activities at first hand.
While in Atlanta, Dr. Schofield has been a resident 
guest of Atlanta University.
Mr. M. E. Easter, Director of Education for the British 
colony of Jamaica, addressed the student bodies of More­
house and Spelman Colleges. November 2 and 3. Negro 
youth now in school and college will have a great op­
portunity to remake the civilization of which they are a 
part, Mr. Easter predicted. With Mr. J. W. Howe, head 
of the island’s agricultural education work, he visited 
Atlanta’s schools and colleges on a tour of the south­
eastern states.
“Education has been tainted by man s materialistic 
attitude toward it,” he said. “We have sent our children 
to school to get credits in order that they might get a 
diploma or degree in order that they might get a job and 
so rise in the social scale. Education should be directed 
to the task of training a child to open his eyes and ears, 
and thus better understand and enjoy the world he is 
permitted to live in for a relatively few years.”
The Chapel assembly as accorded a very happy sur­
prise when Lloyd Hickman, baritone, of the cast of The 
Green Pastures, greeted the student body. Mr. Hickman 
after conducting the chapel exercises rendered two very 
excellent solos in a style most pleasing. Despite the 
thundering applause which followed Water Boy, Mr. 
Hickman was obliged to refuse a second encore request 
by saying, “The Green Pastures are calling me.” He in­
vited the men to be present Thursday in Sisters’ Chapel 
where the famous Whispering Trio would be featured 
on the program with Richard B. Harrison.
ALABAMA CLUB IS ORGANIZED
The Alabama Club met and was organized on Monday 
night, November 13. The presence of all Alabama men 
is requested. Stand by for announcements of future 
meetings. The following officers were elected: E. H. 
Fields, president; B. E. Graham, vice-president; H. N. 
Evans, secretary; R. H. Payne, treasurer; LI. E. Watson, 
business manager; H. E. Morrow, reporter.
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TWENTY MEN ACQUIRE SCHOLASTIC 
HONORS
Twenty students achieved the coveted honor oi get­
ting on the Dean’s scholarship list lor work done dur­
ing the past semester which ended in June, 1933. Eleven 
of them are seniors, seven are sophomores, and two are 
juniors.
Scholarships were awarded to H. J. Battle, and Frank 
B. Adair of the class of ’34. Battle, who received the 
first award of $40, has maintained an A average con­
sistently. Adair, who received the second award of $25 
maintained an average of 3.65 for his junior year. The 
award for the class of ’35 went to Ross Sidney Douthard, 
who maintained an average of 3.54. No second award 
was made in his class. The awards for the class of ’36 
went to Otis William McCree who maintained an average 
of 3.87, and Hobart Calvin Jackson whose average was 
3.81.
The honor group is named below:
Harron J. Battle, ’34 . 4.00
Otis W. McCree, ’36 .. 3.93
Ross Sidney Douthard, ’35— 3.81
Wilbur H. Sullivan, ’34 3.76
Hobart C. Jackson, ’36 ___ 3.62
Louis Raymond Bailey, ’34______________  ____ 3.60
Bernard A. Edwards, ’36 __________ 3.52
Drew S. Days, ’36 . 3.47
Frank B. Adair, ’34 3.46
John Lone:, ’36 ... ____  ____  ____ ___ 3.46
Hortenius Chenault, ’34______________________  3.43
Thomas E. Huntley, ’34 .. 3.33
Wilson P. Il uberi. ’34 ___________ 3.20
Winfred 0. Bryson. ’36 ......3.13
Darwin Creque, ’36___ 3.11
Richard Payne, ’34____ 3.00
Harold E. Watson. 34 .. . .. 3.00
Charles Webster, ’35 .... 3.00
ATLANTA UNIVERSITY TO SPONSOR 
HUGE HOUSING PROJECT
Plans for the construction of a modern housing project 
in the vicinity of the Atlanta University campus, to cost 
$1,250,000 and to provide apartments for approximately 
800 Negro families have been announced. The program 
which will make possible extensive clearance of small 
houses and the creation of a group of apartment houses 
covering about six city blocks has been made possible 
by a federal loan by the Public Works Administration.
The group of modern, fire-proof, three-story apart 
ments will be located near the campuses of Atlanta Uni­
versity, Spelman College, and Morehouse College. Re­
garding the announcement, President Hope of Atlanta 
University said: “The university housing project to be 
carried out under plans approved by the United States 
government will give unusual advantage to colored peo­
ple desiring good housing in a wholesome community 
at moderate cost. A great immediate advantage is that 
employment will be given hundreds of skilled and un­
skilled Negro workers.”
The University housing project is a part of a dual 
public works development authorized by the federal 
government to relieve unemployment in Atlanta. The 
other project, announced jointly with the University 
housing plan calls for the erection of apartments for
557 families in the vicinity of Georgia Institute of Tech­
nology. The federal loan for the two projects amounts 
Io nearly $4.,000.000.
RICHARD B. HARRISON SPEAKS 
TO STUDENT GROUP
Richard B. Harrison returned to Atlanta University 
to be greeted by an audience that filled to over­
flowing the largest available auditorium. More than 
twelve hundred students, faculty members and visitors 
at a convocation in Sisters Chapel, Spelman College 
campus, made memorable the reappearance of the vet­
eran actor, who as a lyceum reader used to visit the 
University.
In his introduction, President John Hope of Atlanta 
University declared that Mr. Harrison was one of the 
few actors of our generation to create a great dramatic 
role, and compared his achievement with those of Rich­
ard Mansfield, Frank Bacon, and Joseph Jefferson. In 
his very inspiring talk, Mr. Harrison wittingly told the 
story of his life from his birth to his ex-slave parents 
sixty-nine years ago to his appearance as de Lawd in 
The Green Pastures.
Mr. liar rison was accompanied to the University by 
seven members of The Green Pastures cast, who gave a se­
ries of musical numbers which were enthusiastically re­
ceived.
Miss Anne Cook, Director of Dramatics, and Miss 
Ida Miller, Assistant Director of Dramatics, presented 
Mr. Harrison as special guest to the University Players 
shortly' before his appearance in Sisters’ Chapel. The 
club comprises students of Morehouse College, Spelman 
College, and Atlanta University.
HAS MOREHOUSE TALENT?
A fortnight ago two Morehouse men were talking 
over the history of the college and each contended, of 
course, that his era was the more enlightened, had the 
more talent, and produced the greater men. A student 
passed by and overheard; he told his mates; his mates 
passed it around, and lo! a resolve resulted—a resolve 
to show off the talent now present on the campus to 
these grand ol’ grads. “Why not to the whole town?” 
a brilliant mate suggested. So it came to pass that the 
Stunt Night idea was born.
Day in and day' out as one goes about the campus he 
is attracted by the tooting of oboes, the guffaws of the 
saxaphones, the mellow tones of violins, the captivating 
rhythm of pianos, familiar lines from Shakespeare, Dun­
bar, and Longfellow; and what’s more, you may even 
hear George Morrow doing a “Dr. Volz”! Well, come 
out Friday night, December 15, and see all this talent- 
going-to-waste thrown behind the footlights. It’ll be a 
wow, it’ll be the talk o’ the town, it’ll be a ducky ol’ 
affair!
(NSFA)—A well-planned attempt to lure Bill Vol- 
iner, Washington State athlete, away from (he Cougar 
campus to play football at the University of Washing­
ton ended spectacularly. “Pest” Welch, assistant coach 
at the university, was routed from the State campus in 
a thrilling automobile chase and finally cornered. Only 
quick witted action by “Buck” Bailey, Cougar line coach 
saved Welch from a severe beating by irate students.—■ 
Duke Chronicle.
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MOOD INDIGO
Today I do not care if flowers bloom.
It matters not to me if skies are blue.
What do I care if the sun does shine true?
My soul is fettered with hell’s dark gloom;
And all around me dreams have been in vain.
The greenness of the grass and trees only 
Remind me of the green upon my grave.
The castle that I built became a cave,
A grimy truth that plainly shows to me 
How unfair are yesterday’s golden dreams.
And how surprised I was to wake and find 
That all the ill turns of today are those 
That broke my tiny wagon, and tore clothes 
From the snow-man-dreams of my infant time.
0 Sad Mood, Come thou again tomorrow?
Sweetness of Love, Happiness of Dreaming.
Do this, and I will your neglect forgive;
Be with me on tomorrow when I live
Not within the palace of gloom’s Black King.
Maybe then I’ll know the joy of living.
But today I care not if flowers bloom.
It matters not to me if skies are blue.
What do I care if the sun does shine true?
My soul is fettered with hell’s dark gloom.
And all around me dreams are still in vain.
—J. H. Y.
POEMS
By Clara Haywood, ’34 
(Spelman College)
I envy your silence
And the cool, grey calmness 
Of your winter heart. . . .
After all
This thundering rain,
These bent and breaking trees, 
This darkness,
And deafening winds—
Cannot swallow up in silence 




In the twilight breeze
Of a night—moon-kissed—
What you give of pain 
On this dark night 
Does not swallow up in silence 
What you gave of happiness—
On yesterday.
If love called me now 
I would not answer—
At dusk,
My heart quivers
Lest he forsake me in my dreams.
YOU MIGHT STUMBLE, TOO
Don’t censure a man that is locked in a cell 
Unless your own slate is clear;
Don’t condemn him just because he is down,
It might be your turn next year.
You might think him weak because he went wrong, 
But if in his place, “it was you”
How do you know you wouldn’t have fallen?
Yes, you might have fallen, too.
So wait a bit, stranger, don’t sneer or revile,
But consider some things you have done,
There’s none of us perfect and temptation falls 
On all of us, one by one.
So how do you know that the burden he bears 
Would not have been heavy for you?
How do you know if tempted like him 
You wouldn’t have stumbled, too?
So don’t censure a man because he is down;
What do you know of his sorrow?
Although he may be in prison today,
You might be there tomorrow.
Who Knows?
—C. E. Hubbard.
ME AND MY SHADOW
It’s nothing,
But it’s there 
As thin
And light as air;
It’s long












When shadows fall around me and elusive light slips 
away,
Elsewhere to become a beautiful dawn,
Stay with me happy, glorious moments of my childhood 
days.
—J. H. Y.
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MOREHOUSE DEFEATS TALLADEGA
Talladega, Nov. 11.—Destiny turned the green light 
on the Maroon and White jerseys of the fighting Ma­
roon Tigers, and they romped to a 6-0 victory over 
Talladega at Silsby Field on Armistice Day.
It was the first victory for the Forbes-coached clan 
on foreign soil this year, and that victory was marked 
by a return to form of last year’s veterans as well as a 
complete change in the morale of the entire combine.
Morehouse tallied in the first quarter on a plunge by 
quarterback Baugh, who played a beautiful game—his 
season’s best thus far. Talladega was in possession of 
the ball only once in Tiger territory due to the Maroon 
forward wall which charged brilliantly and repulsed 
everything that resembled a threat.
The entire aggregation from the Red Hill turned in a 
stirring performance and no individual stars can be 
picked. Of special note however, was the passing, punt­
ing, and blocking of Boswell; the lashing end play of 
Haynes, the Maroon candidate for all-Southern; the 
all-round play of Jones, Scott, and Lamar in the back- 
field, and the inspiring work of Booher at center.
Morehouse’s aerial attack beamed on several occasions 
with Boswell doing the heaving and Lamar establish­




Archer ____________  L.E_ ___ Montgomery
Reid ______________  L.T..________________ Long
McFall L.G__ _________ Cannon
Booher _______________ C______  White
Watley __________ - R.G___  . Pendergrass
McMeans __________ R.T. . ... Cox
Young .... . . R.E..............  Pitts
Baugh Q.B------------ Ransom
Scott ___ L.H. ----------  .... Hall
Lamar ____________  R.H. ____________ Dunn
Boswell .... ______F.B_______________ Stratten
FOOTBALL CHATTER
Morehouse has finally hit her stride! Linder the care­
ful and excellent tutoring of Frank Forbes, Morehouse 
has developed a team that has everything but a depend­
able extra-point kicker. (The Tigers have scored eight 
touchdowns but have made one extra point). These facts 
were shown in the 'Dega game. Coach Forbes has a team 
that combines a dazzling and varied attack with an 
impregnable defense, a team that has mastered football 
fundamentals, and finally has acquired just enough con­
fidence to give any national champion a run for her 
money.
For the last year or so Morehouse elevens have been 
known as the “punt, pass, and prayer” teams. That did 
describe them fairly well. However, the team that de­
feated Talladega Armistice Day depended neither on punt 
nor pass. Every spectator was impressed by the slash­
ing all-around play of the Gale City entry, and every­
one left the game with cries of “Clark and Fisk, Beware!”
Two weeks before the opening game, Morehouse be­
wailed the absence of a capable passer. Well, it is true 
that Morehouse has no Benny Friedman or Harry New­
man, or even a “Shipwreck” Kelley, but she does have
a better than average passer in person of “Blondy” Bos­
well. With a little luck the forward pass attack would 
have netted the Maroon and White aggregation two or 
three more touchdowns on Silsby field.
Morehouse’s line outplayed Talladega’s forward wall 
in every period. The Tigers had better ends, tackles, and 
guards, and Booher almost made all-Southern “Sodi” 
White plead for mercy. His slashing play brought re­
peated losses to the ’Dega backs. He was in every play 
and was beautifully supported by McFall and Watley.
Alex Reid and “Ting” Haynes were the outstanding 
offensive linesmen of the day, the latter getting a larger 
share of the tackles. Reid, who is one of the best tackles 
in the conference, stood out like a moving fortress and 
tore hole after hole in the opposing forward wall. He 
opened the hole that permitted Baugh to slide through 
for the sole touchdown. Archer, while not as spectacular 
as Haynes, did a highly meritorious job as did McMeans, 
Morehouse’s frosh tackle.
MOREHOUSE TAKES PAINE IN STRIDE 
October 21.—Paine College of Augusta gave More­
house a very hard fight in the first quarter, but in the 
last part of the second quarter their defense broke, and 
Kelley, standing on Paine’s 32-yard line, passed to 
“Josh” Archer for the first touchdown of the day. The 
extra point was missed and Morehouse led 6-0 at the end 
of the first half.
The Paine defense was smashed in the next half. Dur­
ing the third quarter, Morehouse recovered a fumble on
Paine’s 29-yard line. From that point Morehouse drove 
for another touchdown.
Lamar was the most outstanding 1jack of the game
He raced 33 t,ards from the line of scrimmage in the
fourth period. On the next play Scott fumbled and More-
house lost her chance to score another touchdown. I bus




Baxton . L.E. Young
Wright L.T. Cage
Shanks L.G. . Watley
Anderson C. . Booher
Wyche R.G. McFall
Norris R.T... McMeans
Busse v R.E. Archer
W. Bowman Q.B. McCurin
Robinson ___ L.H. — “Big” Jones
11. Bowman R.H. Sweet
Collins F.B. Boswell
MAROON TIGER IS SUPPRESSED 
IN ALUMNI BOWL
Ehe “Pride of the South" suffered its third loss of the 
1933 grid campaign at the hands of the mighty Tigers 
of Tuskegee Institute, Saturday, November 6. The score, 
26-6, is only a slight indication of just how close and 
exciting the contest really was.
Alert playing early in the second quarter by Miller, 
end, who had replaced the ailing Haynes, injured in 
the Morris Brown fracas, was directly responsible for 
the lone Morehouse touchdown. Miller, a chap who de­
serves a deal of credit for the Maroon Tigers’ formidable 
showing, blocked a punt and scampered some 18 or 19
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yards for the tally. The attempt for the extra point 
failed. This kid, Miller, will bear watching in future 
Morehouse frays.
Morehouse had one other opportunity to cross the goal 
marker but failed to score in the face of a stubborn 
opposition by the Tuskegee line. The break came when 
‘'Big Pluto” Scott, receiving the ball on a triple pass, 
galloped 70 yards to the home team’s 5-yard line. Scott, 
a sophomore, has recently established himself as one of 
the best all-round backs in Dixie. He charges fast and 
hard, blocks and tackles with deadly accuracy, and once 
in the broken field can do the century in 10 seconds flat.
Tuskegee scored twice in the initial period on short 
drives by Johnson and Adams who were constant threats 
the entire afternoon. Tuskegee counted twice in the last 
half also, once in the third quarter on a buck by Mob­
ley and again in the final period on a brilliant snake­
hipping punt return by Johnson, Tuskegee’s fleet-footed 
halfback.
The line-up: Morehouse Clark
Tuskegee
R. Johnsou
Morehouse Haynes . L.E. Reeves
L.E. Shine Reid _____ - L.T. . ... Staplefoot
B. McKinney L.T. Reid McFall L.G. — ____ ___  Vaughn
Brown L.G W atley Booher ____  . - - C. Bush
Green C. Alexander Watley - _______  ___ R.G__________ __Thompson
Gordon R G McFall McMeans - - - ____ R.T. . __ Puckett
H. Adams R.T. Young Archer ______________ B.E______ . _______Fate
Smith R.E Pierrot McCurin ____________ Q.B. Ray, C.
IVIohley 0 B Sweet Lamar ______________ L.H. ... _____ Miller
E. Adams L.H. Scott ’Big” Jones, C. ---  .... R.H. . Wellmaker
() Johnson R H Lamar Boswell ________ ___ F.B. ... ..Ricketts
Si Ivey __________ E.B. __ Boswell
A PASS EROM THE PAST
MORRIS BROWN, 7; MOREHOUSE. 0
Morris Brown came through to make an early score 
and gave the Maroon Tigers their second defeat of the 
season. The game started with both teams fumbling. It 
was a fumble that led indirectly to the lone Morris 
Brown touchdown.
“Shag” Jones fumbled the ball on the kick-off, and 
Morehouse recovered on the Morris Brown 10-yard line. 
McCurin fumbled the hall, which was recovered by the 
Wolverines. Morris Brown, unwilling to take any chanc­
es, kicked out of danger to the Tiger safety man who 
in turn fumbled on his own 32-yard line. From that 
point Morris Brown opened her big guns and carried 
the ball for the only touchdown of the day.
The remainder of the game was a tug-o’-war in which 
neither side was able to score. The fighting Tigers held 
a stronger Morris Brown eleven to their lone tally, which 
shows that there is a wealth of power in the Maroon 
squad.
The line-up:








Jones ___ 1_____________ Q.B______________ McCurin
D. Smith_______________L.H-------------------------- Sweet
Hollingsworth _________ R.H-------------------- Big Jones
Spurlock _______ ______ F.B------------------------Boswell
MAROON TIGERS CRUSH CLARK 
PANTHERS, 6-0
November 19.—Displaying a baffling offense as well 
as a powerful defense, the Maroon Tigers upset the dope 
to beat Clark University by a score of 6-0, before a 
crowd of 2000 spectators. In winning this game, More­
house was able to break a two-year jinx and also put 
Clark out of the running for the third leg on the Bow­
den trophy, offered by Dr. Bowden for the city cham­
pionship.
The lone score came early in the first quarter when 
Richard Ricketts, Clark fullback, batted a Morehouse pass 
into the waiting arms of Captain “Big” Jones standing 
on the Clark goal line.
Outstanding stars for Morehouse were Lamar, Haynes 
Boswell, Scott, and Jones. Luminaries for Clark included 
Ray, Sneed, Wellmaker, Puckett, and Tate.
The line-up:
it happened one day as the Maroon squads were fin­
ishing off their final practice for the coming game. In 
the gathering dusk, the backfield men threw pass after 
pass to their receivers. A pass soared through the air and 
nestled snugly in the receiver’s outstretched arms.
“Some pass!” remarked a student to a quiet observer.
“Yes,” replied the observer, “it was a nice pass, but 
it hasn’t got that good spirit behind it. I remember that 
back in 1923 a Morehouse team met a tough team at 
Talladega. The score was tied at the end of the first 
quarter, 6-6. At the end of the third quarter the score 
was 12-6 in favor of Talladega. The Morehouse left 
end opened the fourth quarter by receiving a pass from 
the quarterback and racing for a touchdown. The score 
was tied again. The entire quarter was bitterly contested, 
but those fellows felt the spirit. Two minutes remained 
to play! The quarterback signalled a play in which the 
ball was snapped to him, who, in turn, broke for right 
end. He gave the ball to the half back who reversed the 
play to the left side and gave the ball to the right end 
who had come back for it.”
The old grad’s eyes gleamed with pride as he con­
tinued, “Son, that end took that ball and threw the long­
est pass ever completed by a Morehouse team!’
That end was none other than Howard Archer. The 
quarterback who received the ball is one we know to­
day as Dr. C. H. Kelley. “Chicken Charlie” Clark was 
the halfback, Starr was the left end. The score was 1912, 
the distance of the pass was seventy-two and one-half 
yards, and the old grad was Morehouse’s fastest quarter­
back, Bill Kelley.
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Gollegiate lowdown
THE STROEEER
I’m back again with a bucket of dope that will oil 
your tongues for many a day.
While rambling through the library, I find that Miss 
B. H. has dropped Mr. McL. altogether because of the 
honorable Mr. Bivins.
Although W. M. isn’t in town always, E. S. remains 
true by visiting the library at the regular time every 
day—Have you noticed it?
Congratulations, J. F.! You’ve got J. H. studying. 
You did more in one night than Morehouse has done 
in three months. Give Mr. Tillman your method.
Old J. Y. is a man-about-town. First you see him with
E. M., then with W. D., then with M. C. You girlies 
can’t let him get away with that. Will somebody stop 
him, please?
The “Great God” B. isn’t sticking so hot with H. M. 
J. since he ran away with her coat check on Thursday 
night. If you remember, it was very cold that Thursday 
night. Uh— huh—
Miss J. 1)., a freshman at Spelman, says that she is 
irresistahle and immovable. Bosh— I think she needs 
to learn the new song hit, “Be Careful,” word for word.
Hey gang! did you know that G. A. is trying to flag 
W. M.’s train?—he swears that he is a limited—
It seems that we have a personality of so extreme a 
sophistication that she could vie for honors with Duke 
Ellington’s Sophisticated Lady. She is Miss M. A.
Mr. C. S., a young Morehouse man, says that he is 
in love with the lovely M. E. B. Go hard, young man!
Just as Booher gets his old girl friend back again, 
up steps Allison to bite him in the back . . . when he 
isn’t around. You’ll have to change your way of living, 
E. H.
At last, folks, I’ve caught the old fox. B. S. was 
caught chiseling on his girl, P. T., in the library one 
Friday night. He was waxing jibe to C. A., very ro­
mantically. Now, now, B. S.
By falling once he’s fallen twice. (J. H.) This time 
it was for C. I. She doesn’t know it, though. Please don’t 
tell her.
About two years ago E. S. was M. H.’s one-and-only. 
She ran out on him and R. T. took her place. M. C. fol­
lowed her in the liking. Then, M. S. took to his line 
and picked up the cross to carry on—Now they are 
on the out-and-out. A little Californian, hearing this, 
decided she’d taste his bait, and, like all the rest, fell 
-He’s sticking rather nicely now, but then—I wonder
what he’ll do next?
Take it from me, T. M.—Miss C. W. is only mas­
querading in the name of love. Starting eating, ole Pal.
Old C. R. has a knot on his head from falling so 
hard for Miss B. S., a Spelmanite.
Watch out, you damsel and gents. The Stroller sees 
all, knows all, and writes all.
The next time L. H., F. A., and G. S. invite celebrities 
to lunch here’s hoping they’ll not be an hour late, as 
was the case when “The Prophet”, “The King of Baby­
lon”, and “The Master of Ceremonies” of The Green 
Pastures cast came to lunch at 1:30. The whole bloom­
in’ dining hall would have liked seeing the fellows. The
sight of a certain Miss from Spelman gave one of the 
fellows the resolve to “jip ’ the show and make Atlanta 
his home, but a deal of persuasion from the other 
troopers brought him through all right, and he promised 
he’d “think it over.”
DUST -SETTLE IT IE YOU CAN
Isn’t it sad that Filber Nartin won’t give P. M. Cher- 
rod a chance with his fair damsel, Miss Whester Tcott 
—M. D. Lankins seems to be offering thrills to Miss 
Elice Putchinson at the popular intervals, Wed., Fri., 
Sun— —
“Flosh” Krcher is to Miss Wivian Sapp a stupid guy 
when it comes to petting-------
Kambeau is on guard whenever the little Miss Trad- 
law is around—I. P. Donnally keeps Miss Pallace on 
her toes while he is trying to make an expansion in 
his capital— —
Miss Sanne Kooper says that as long as they remain 
in size to that of the little Albany Prof., everything is 
0. K.
King Richard III would also give his kingdom for 
the return of Miss Velmer Tuller—So would Foy Kones 
—M iss Kclen H ost seems to be in mourning over the 
absence of “Pat” Karrison.—You remember that he used 
to furnish the candy.—Ziles Maugh is to Miss Kettie 
nae Lackson as a toy is to a child—something to play 
w’ith.—“Wed” Kimmons spends all of his time keeping 
tab on Miss Nuth Tcott.—My good friend, Tcott Dar- 
rett, is still on the warpath over Miss L. E. Bluewood’s 
woozy atmosphere of gaiety—Rhonold Pellington, the 
ghost of “Duke”, keeps the heart of Miss Langrett Flo- 
mack continuously skipping—
This column was invented by kal’, your campus stool- 
pigeon.
All Directions
Woodward: “Say, Sherard, did you see “Josh’ com­
ing or going yonder way?”
Prof.: “The sinking of what ship caused the United 
States to enter the World War?”
Alex Reid: “The Titanic.”
Adams: “You said you fell in love with her figure?” 
Greenlee: “Yes.”
Adams: “How is it?”
Greenlee: “Oh, it’s a one one and six naughts.”
EXTRA! EXTRA! TWO CAMPUS “BIG-SHOTS” 
MESS UP AT PAINE GAME
There is no doubt about it, for I saw it with my own 
eyes. It happened just at the end of the first half. The 
students had just finished staging a grand snake dance 
around the grand stand. Feeling somewhat talkative, I 
approached two distinguished Morehouse students and 
began a conversation. Suddenly the band struck up a 
lively tune, The Bells of St. Mary’s. These two gentle­
men, the president of the student-body and the president 
of the Y. M. C. A., stood up and removed their hats.— 
They thought it was the college song.
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pHILIPSHILOCRACY
E. Philip Ellis. ’35
Well Folks:
Here is a clipping taken from the Sacremento Bee. 
which is a good illustration of a man’s ability to take 
it on the chin.
“One of the bombs struck Mr. Smith on the head, and 
two bullets also struck him in the chest. His condition 
is not serious, however.”
A few days ago one of our instructors informed us 
that card playing originated in an insane asylum.
“No wonder Charles Lawrence can play bridge so 
well.” Jones added.
Regular Routine: “Sam are you ever fired with en­
thusiasm?”
“Yassuh, from every job I tackles.”
Tiss: “Hello, Pal; why so despondent?”
Taint: “In proposing to my girl friend some time 
ago, I told here that my father was very rich, and now 
that my mother is dead, we would get all of his money 
when he died.”
Tiss: “Well—”
Taint: “She’s my stepmother now.”
Milton White (at prayer meeting) : “Dear Lord, help 
me to pull up in Calculus. By the way, I’ve mentioned 
this before.”
“Papa, will I look like you when I grow up?” 
“Everyone thinks so, sonny.”
“Well, I won’t grow up soon, will I?
Tiss: “No girl ever made a fool of me.” 
Taint: “Well who was it, then?”
Prominent Speaker: “Morehouse is truly a college for 
genius.”
F. A. Haynes: “Well, what are you doing here?”
Mistress: “Before we were married, you always gave 
me the most beautiful presents. Why did you stop so 
suddenly?”
Mister: Because a fisherman never feeds bait to fish 
after he has caught them.”
Mrs.: “Dear, I wish you would bring home six 
more mouse traps.”
Mr.: “But I just brought home six a week ago.”
Mrs.: “Yes, I know, but they all have mice in them.”
Dapper: “Darling, I just must marry you.”
Doll: “But have you seen my father?”
Dapper: “Yes, dear, many times, but I love you just 
the same.”
Have you seen the Houston Defender? Well, you must 
see it. Our own Mr. Olan Dewait’s photo is gracing the 
front page in honor of his recent election as treasurer 
of the Texas Club at Morehouse. Imagine what the folks 
back home would have done had he been elected presi­
dent of the Student Activity Committee. Why they 
would have declared it a southern holiday.
Philocracy is Phisy.
THE ENGINER—A PARABLE
One day three men, a Lawyer, a Doctor and an En­
gineer, appeared before St. Peter as he stood guarding 
the Pearly Gates.
The first man to step forward was the Lawyer. With 
confidence and assurance he proceeded to deliver an elo­
quent address which left St. Peter dazed and bewildered. 
Before the venerable Saint could recover, the Lawyer 
quickly handed him a writ of mandamus, pushed him 
aside and strode through the open Portals.
Next came the Doctor. With impressive, dignified 
bearing, he introduced himself: “I am Doctor Brown.” 
St. Peter received him cordially: “I know you, Dr. 
Brown. Many who preceded you said you sent them here. 
Welcome to our City.”
The Engineer, modest and diffident, had been standing 
in ihe background. He now stepped forward. “I am look­
ing for a job,” he said. St. Peter wearily shook his head. 
“I am sorry,” he replied, “we have no work here for 
you. If you want a job you can go to Hell.” This re­
sponse sounded familiar to the Engineer and made him 
feel more at home. “Very well,” he said, “I have had 
Hell all my life and I guess 1 can stand it better than 
the others.” St. Peter was puzzled. “Look here, young 
•nan, what are you?” “I am an Engineer,” was the re­
ply. “Oh yes,” said St. Peter, “Do you belong to the 
Locomotive Brotherhood?” “No. I am sorry,” the En­
gineer responded apologetically, “I am a different kind 
of an Engineer.” “I do not understand,” said St. Peter. 
“What on earth do you do?” The Engineer recalled a 
definition and calmly replied, “I apply mathematical 
principles to the control of natural forces.” This sound­
ed meaningless to St. Peter, and his temper got the best 
of him. “Young man,” he said “you can go to Hell with 
your mathematical principles and try your hand on some 
of the natural forces there!” “That suits me,” responded 
the Engineer, “I am always glad to go where there is a 
tough job to tackle.” Whereupon he departed for the 
Nether Regions.
And it came to pass that strange reports began to reach 
St. Peter. The Celestial denizens, who had amused them­
selves in the past by looking down upon the less for­
tunate creatures in the Inferno, commenced asking for 
transfers to that other domain. The sounds of agony and 
suffering were stilled. Many new arrivals, after seeing 
both places, selected the Nether Regions for their per­
manent abode. Puzzled, St. Peter sent messengers to visit 
Hell and report back to him. They returned, all excited 
and reported to St. Peter.
“That Engineer you sent down there,” said the mes­
sengers, “has completely transformed the place so that 
you would not know it now. He has harnessed the Fiery 
Furnaces for light and power. He has cooled the en­
tire place with an artificial refrigeration. He has drained 
the Lake of Brimstone and has filled the air with cool 
perfumed breezes. He has flung bridges across the Bot­
tomless Abyss and has bored tunnels through the Ob­
sidian Cliffs. He has created paved streets, gardens, parks 
and playgrounds, lakes, rivers, and beautiful waterfalls. 
That Engineer you sent down there has gone through 
Hell and made of it a realm of happiness, peace and 
industry!”
—The Uganda Herald.
L. C. G.: “Father, G. A. has promised to marry me.”
Father: “Well, you needn’t come to me for sympathy. 
I told you that you’d get in trouble if you didn’t keep 
away from that girl.”
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Mr.: “You said that after we were married, life would 
be one grand sweet song.”
Mrs.: “But I didn’t refer to chin music.”
The Law
“You can’t arrest me. I’m a student.”
“Ignorance is no excuse,” replied the officer.
From a Freshman’s examination paper: “Liberty of 
conscience means doing wrong and not worrying about 
it afterwards.”
“Wh y is it that your large family keeps so healthy?”
“Well you see we have one of those sanitary drink­
ing cups and we all drink out of it.”
Business
Econ. Prof.: “What is the difference between Capital 
and Labor?”
Bright Sophomore: “If you borrow ten dollars, that 
would be capital; if I tried to get it back, that would 
be labor.”
Truth in Adv.
(From a Daily Paper)
Wanted: Housekeeper to take care of family chil­
dren. All modern imps.
Exactly
Elderly Man (sighing) : “Everybody speaks well of 
me, but nobody gives me a chance to work.”
The Golden Rule: “Huh! I’ve been in that fix for 
2,002 years.”
Boy: “What does beheaded mean?”
Mother: “Having one’s head cut off.”
Boy: “Well, I guess defeated means having one’s feet 
cut off.
That Shopping Instinct
Clerk: “See here, little girl, I can’t spend all day 
showing you penny candies. Do you want the earth 
with a little red fence around it for a penny?”
Little Girl: “I don’t know, let me see it.”
Caution
"Run upstairs and wash your face, Bobbie. I think 
Grandpa wants to take you riding with him.”




“Den Russia to the table and I'll Fiji.”
All right, Denmark my bill and Sweden my
conee.
Lost Lady
Small Loy I to officer) : "Did you see a lady w 
up the street without a little boy? Well, the littl
Same Old Cure 
All medicine but this 
Is sadly out of date;
Torn hearts are healed by kisses— 
0 let me demonstrate!
“Willie, you have been a bad boy, and as a punish­
ment, I am going to make you stay in the room with 
your mother while she practices her singing lesson.”
Teacher of Hygiene: “Why must we always be care­
ful to keep our homes clean and neat?”
Little Girl: "Because company may walk in any- mo­
ment."
Mrs. Newlywed: “What is the secret of getting a 
new dress out of a hubbie after he once refuses?”
Veteran: “If you don’t succeed at first, cry again.”
Feminine Curiosity 
W e re looking back to see if they 
Are looking back to see if we 
Are looking back to see if they 
Are looking back at us.
IF here It Began
Adam: (to Eve) : “Honestly, dear, I have never loved 
another woman.”
Mr. Puffy: “Where can I find the book, Man—Ruler 
of the 11 or Id?”
Lady Librarian: “In the fiction department.”
A Philosopher
“Here,” quoth the cultured pick-pocket as he stepped 
into the patrol yvagon, “is where yve pass from abstract 
to the concrete.
Wife: “There must have been some punishment for 
King Solomon.
Hubby: “There was; he had a thousand mothers-in- 
layv.
“Does your son intend to take a full course in col­
lege?”
"It seems that way . His liquor bill for the first month 
is thirty dollars.”
“What is a faith curist, Dad?”
He’s a man who won t take his own medicine.”
Maggie: “W hy don’t you like him? He yvrote a poem to 
to you.”
Mabel: “Yes, he did—and called it ‘Lines on Mabels 
Face'.”
Waiter: “Here is your hard-boiled egg, sir. Is there 
anything else I can do for you?”
Patron: “Yes, beat it.”
Critical
He: “Why does an actor clutch at his head and an 
actress at her heart to portray deep emotion?”




“Service,” Is Our Motto
Half and Whole Sole Specialists 
Prices Are Correct and Work Satisfactory 
W. J. Adams, Proprietor
743 FAIR STREET ATLANTA
Bailey’s 
OYAL invites




with Ricardo Cortex 
SUNDAY, MONDAY, TUESDAY 




Watches Diamonds Rings Silverware
Class Ringa and Pins
55 AUBURN AVE., N. E. ATLANTA
“It Pays To Look Well”
Open 8 a. m. to 7 p. m., Saturdays, 9 JA. 7146
CRAWFORD BARBER SHOP
901 HUNTER STREET, N. W.
All Good Barbers To Serve You.
All School Boys and Girls’ Hair Cuts, 25e 
Hot and Cold Shower and Tub Baths, 25e 
PRESSING CLUB 
Altering—Remodeling—Dry Cleaning 
Ladies’ Work A Specialty 
Work Called for and Delivered J. B. Kenner, Mgr.
Special Rates
STUDENTS’ GET THE HABIT 
— Buy At —
THE TOGGERY
35 PEACHTREE and 191 MITCHELL ST.
SUITS AND O’COATS, $17.50 AND UP
HATS AND FURNISHINGS AT POPULAR PRICES
For Better Values, The Toggery
Compliments of —
A Friend
Have You Seen That Wonderful Black Klay Chesterfield Overcoat Sensa­
tion? Drop in any time and see our assortment of Overcoat Patterns. 
We carry a full line of Plaids, Prince of Wales Stripes, Black Serges
and Hickory Stripped Pantings.
— No Extra Charge For Style —
CROWN TAILORING COMPANY
203 MITCHELL STREET, S. W.





A GOOD PLACE TO EAT
— stop at —
ECONOMY DELICATESSEN
233 AUBURN AVE., N. E. 
Herndon Building
All Kinds of Sandwiches, 5 and 10 Cents 
Hot Plates, 15 and 25 cents—With Drink
Cold Plates, 15 and 25 cents—With Drink
M. & M. LUNCH ROOM 
Delicious Home Cooking 
Hot Meals Served At All Hours






Carried in Stock, Shoe Laces, Polishes, etc., Shoes Dyed All Colors 
Work Called For and Delivered.
726 FAIR STREET, S. W. 395' LEE STREET. S. W.






T HE MA K O O N T IGE R
LET’S GO TO
YATES & MILTON
“A College Store” where students lunch and chat—An enterprise 
vibrant with the spirit of the new university and designed to 
meet student needs—Our lunches meet your bwdget—For that 
“something different” try our delicious Plate Lunch with Iced 
Tea for 15 cents. We also have a variety of toasted sandwiches.
Let our Registered Pharmacist fill your Doctor’s Prescription, 
while you wait.
We feature a complete line of Cosmetics and Patent Medicines 
at Cut Prices.
For Dormitory Delivery, Telephone, MAin 411 1
University Book Shop




PERSONAL AND ASSORTED CHRISTMAS GLUTS C ¿vA 
MODERATELY PRICED
SATISFYING DIFFERENT
ATLANTA UNIVERTISY ADMINISTRATION BUILDING 
SPELMAN BRANCH—PACKARD HALL
